no         FROM   DKUKY   LAJNJtt   TU   MECCA

"How can any white man stay the whole year in
such a place? " I asked myself while walking past mosques
and madressas (schools) to the higher portion of the
town. Presently the good old Union Jack flapped across
the end of an alley. Beneath it I saw a big bouse, flat-
roofed, very lofty, with the Lion and the Unicorn prancing
above its door,

I knocked and a servant brought me into an office
where sat a burly Briton with a slight beard and very
thin clothing.

"Hallo! Hallo!" he called with obvious pleasure,
" what on earth brings you here? I am just off to England
owing to the heat/'

Once again I explained who I was and what I wanted,

"Good Lord, man/' the Consul said, "surely you're
not going to Mecca as Burton did?" The scornful
smile on the official's face no longer impressed me because
I had seen such expressions too frequently.

"Here/' answered I, "is a letter of introduction,
addressed to the Shereefah Zain Wallic of Jedclah/'

Of course His Britannic Majesty's representative
could read Arabic, and he quickly skimmed the paper,

"Do you know," he asked, "that the addressee is a
woman?"

I said I did, but I was not aware it would be necessary
to see her personally. Might not her assistants own the
needful authority? "To begin with/' pleaded the Consul,
"I cannot stand the heat and I don't know how you
can. If you want to try this nonsense, you mustn't
talk to me about it any longer, because my boat is